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OHAPTER 1V,
" SR s [, quit.”
““Afe sléepless might, Tom Thornton
rose eanrly in the morning and ‘went to the
stuble of his rucer, snd whla here ponder-
ing" upoa’ his' double defent &t Lnytown,
and in the muttar of his sspirations for the
hiznd of the belie, lie formed a resolution.
He met bis worthy fatlier, for the first time
siffée (lie race, at the Lreakfast wble. The
yeoman was dull und thoughtful; he did
not atlack the fut chine with his wonted
sest, and the TJounty Chonicle lay unopen-
#d befure hin. Even though he was then
pondering upon the price u%l cattle, and
wheat, and barley; und caltulating how
much of each it would take to raise a thou-
sand pounds, he neglected to pursua the
faithfol market report of that excellont jour.
nal. - The:meal over, he rose and took his
way tothe. straw-yard, whither his son fol-
Lim.
“Father,” said he, s the farmer ealled to
a boy to saddie Lis nag, “how much did
you losel”
- %A.good deal, Tom. Never mind liow
much, L can pay it all.”
. “Was it & thousand, futlieri”
“Nowr about—a faw pounds more or less.
1 can raise the money tolerably ensy.
With what is in the bauk, the pricc of a
1“'5,' or two of wheat, nnd that of the fat
oxen and wethers, which must go the
butehers, 1 ¥l moet all my bets.
I was unfortunate,” said Tom.
_“It was, but it can’t be helpad. IFitwas
yet 1o come off, 1'] buck Lim thesame over
again" O
Wl then, Mo back him over again,”
i Lis - sop, eagesly.  »If he und won at
Bavtown, e wus to have run for the Lurk-
awny Sukes, bere a1 vur own ruces. Lot
us euter him for that race.  You owe no
vent to the Squire, nnd vou own the two
Tanz mealows  Sell em, anidl bet the
wmoucy on Strileaway. That's the wiy to
got even, and worg ov,”
s QId Thonwn had himsell thought of
some sach move as this, sl haod the great-
est inelimaton Lo be at something of the
sort; but he had held baek from roposing
t risk inore-on his son's weconnt,  When
h'é'ho;__r';l]_h‘q proposition of the lalter, Le
surveyed him  with undisgiised pleasure
And ndmiration, ceying —
- »¥ou are & Loy aiter my own heart,
Tom—my son all over. A true Thornon,
by hedven! [It's a deused pity to sell (lie
mieadows, though—they nre ns much yours
ns mine, you know. They are tied up.
Tom; entailed, you know, from father to
son forever, They have been in the family,
Lord knows how long.  Your grandfather,
1 _doubt, wouldn't have sold 'em even for
this olject,”

“His son didn't own Stridenway, futher,"
said Tom.

“That’s true, Tom: and the horse lins »
right (o another shy. It wouldn'tbe using
hiw fair, 1o give in without anather shy, at
the first defens, snd he shall have it.  But
perhaps we can mortgage the two meadows
for enough. It ain't good o let them go
out of the family, if it ean be lielped any
other way. I think we'll go up and see
the Squire wpon his business, my boy; if
he has gol the money, he will lend it o
me, I know; and if lie uin't hie knows some
body that has, Tlhe meadows mustn’t be
sold, if it ean be done any other way.”

A wise pair, this. Old Thornton having
lost all his surplas capitul, was aboul 1o risk
a great puiiien of the remainder; and lis
son Tom—"n true Thornton, by heaven”
—baving lost all hope of the Lelle, was
about to- prove that, in common prudence,
she ouglit to have discarded bim. Neithier
of them appeared o conceive the possibili-
ty of starling the horse for the sweepsinkes,
without also betting at least as much as

ey bad lost on Lis previous race; and so

ey ware about, il necessary, (v sacrifice
the long meindiws, which had been in the
family for contuiios parchased, perhaps,
with (Lo Gawsom of a Suracen princess, or
other spoiisof the crusades; for it is not be-
Harad that either Rorer Hampton or Ber.
geant Tom  Thornion added mueh 10 his
:Lnii_v pabiumeny 1 ths campaigo they
‘mada for *Charley over the water,”
““WWhen the larmer and his eon arrived at
the all, Mr, and Mrs. Hampton were at
Db ast. In afew minutes, they both en-
Aered the rooums iuto whiel the visitors had
breen shown by the footman.
_ “Well, Farmer Tbornton,” said the
'Bqnilé.' eordially, “we inade a mistake; or,

by an accident.”

¥If your | ure heary, Mr. Thornton,
d you re 8O lem porary assistance,
! word. 1 will endeavor o assist

I meet them,” said the Squire.

't that, 8quire Hampton; [ ean pay
o8l; but we don’t want to give in,

wasn't baat upon his merits,
#ir, lo enlor Syideaway for

oy Stukes, and #s the payment
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ys be, 'sell the two long-meadows; father
and bet the money upon Sirideawny.” And
upon: I"h:@, we should like to bave your

VR i v My g vk r o
Mr. Hampton pondered. “Good horses
atart forthe Hmhmy." said he—"horses
| o matare age aud powers—but Strideaws
is & good horse, L0o; a famous hiorse.  Still,
iLwight not be prudent for you to bet so
mueb upon him.  Your son will want a
furm stocked, yon know, when he mnrries
the millers daughter,” =

“The match is oll, sir, he says, il there
ever wasanything in it? Y

~ “There is no possibility of such a mar-
ri #ir,” said the you‘hg man, -
ra. Hampton rose, and ‘beckoning Tom
to follow lier, led the way to a sofs, at the
other end of the room.

“What's this [ henrf” said sle. “You
have had some silly quariel with Miss Hen-
ley. Isit nol sol illi._u Henley is a favor-
ite of mine, and I wish to know.”

“We' Lnve had no quarrel, madam,” he
replied. “She never loved me, and now
she likes another man,”

“What other?”

“The sol:lier Dobson.”

» “Are you certain of this?” said she, sur-
prised.

“I told her I knew it; she did not deny
it.  She.had told her father that he should
forbid me to come to their house.”

“I cannot understand this. T do not be-
lieve that she receives Mr. Dobson’s aften-
tions with any favor. Courage, Tom
Thornton, she will be yours yet!"

“Never, madam,” said he, positively.
“Her father wouldu't hear of it, even were
Dobson out of the way. And what is
more, I feel that I have been mistaken, if
not deceived. She never had any affection
for me.”

“L am truly sorry that it is so,” said she,
and rising, returned to her husband’s side.

After considering and discussing the fur-
mer's projeet, the Squire suggested that
Dr. Ryder should be invited to aid them
with Lis opinion, and the three set out for
the rectory.

When Lis visitors were aunounced, Dr.
Ryder received them in his library —a waell
appointed and well furnished room, fitted
up with book cases, und decornted witl)
pictures and prints. The futhers of the
Chureh reposed upon the shelves; the fa
thers of the Turf were upon the walls: for
there hung the portraits of Eelipse, Flying
Childers, Old Harkaway, aud the King of
Tiwinps,

“Wa linve called vpon you for advice,
Dre. Rydes,” said the Squire. “As your
parishiouers, 1 believe we JQue entitled to
".|‘

T ¥t yoor “service,” sanid the Rector,
with a simile,

“Tom wants to start Strideaway for the
Harkaway Stahes, and Thoraton expects o
win bis money back by bucking Lim,” sail
the Squire, in u fuw words, kuowing that
Dr. Ryder would grasp the wist of the mai-
ter in havd all e Leiter if there was no
wanly explanation,  The ductor lenned for
ward on the tuble, und considered dor n very
short time,  *Is he right again, Tom!" smd
lia.

“e is all himself, sir?

“None of those symptoms remaining?"”

“Not a trace of them, sir,”

“That horse was—"  1le looked at ol
Thornton, sl sildenty paused,

“\Whnt, Dy, Ryder " said the fariner.
“Iudisposed, sir, Lo was indisposed when
bie ran, or lie would have wou, 1 iy j:hlg
went,”

*What abont starting him for the ark
awny Sinkes?" sail the Squire,

“For the Harkaway stukes, which is the
crack sweepstukes of these midland eoun
ties, as | conceive—tlio entries are always
g od; but if Strideawany comes to the stnit-
g poat as well us 1 have seen him, [ see
no reason why be should not win,  Still,
we shall have tu risk the uncertnin disposi
tion of the chunces, If I betted on the rce,
I'would tuke care to liuve something on
Stideaway, sliould lie be enteral. The
horse is a gool horse, gentlemen - fust aul
lasting—anil 5s trne us steel, wlien in -
cing condition, What wonder—Jlook nt
Lits dam und sirel”

“Certainly,” said Tom, “by Thunderbolt,
ou' of Marigold—the old Hampton breed,
!air, nnd the devil o
{ Englaud.”
“Thornton," s=id Dr. Ryder, “in refer.
ence 1o betting, if the horse is entered, ns |
foresee Lie will be, do noi go about talking
of il—liut'ii i 'I'lit'[ H18 ]rruﬂ‘lli."

“Ile mast be entered within fourteen
days, nnd every by Iy will know it tlien,”
*aid Tom.

“Soon cuough fur them to0,” said ile
S.;uire. “Ihut a- to betiing, Mr, Thornton,
do it disereetly.  Tuke the advice of soIne
competent person from time to lime., At
oune time, it may ke well to take the odds
against your own horse; at another, to lay
the odds aguinst some one eisu's. ot 1o
win money, sir; and to do this, avail your-

your own, 1 will advance the mouey you
requite upon the property,”

“Aud uny service 1 can be of to My,
Thoruton, in any way, will give me plens-
ure,” said the Reetor.
“Gentlemen, your servant!” said the far.

that Strideaway is 1o be entered. Good
day; 1 feel the obligation, and and so does
Tom, [ know. Good day.”

With this the burly farmer departed,
leaving his son, who was detained some
time longer, listening to the views of Dr.
Ryder, upon the management of Stridea-

of the horses that would be likely to be, or
were already, entered for the contest.
knowled

fa of the subject possessed by the
Rector o

the ruahing horses of that part

of the kingdom was (horough and com.
plete. He knew their ages, their pedigrees,
and performunces, who owned them, their
trainers, and estimated their
the standard of Sirideawn

pacities all by

losses will ubout strip the farm

Oid Thoraton hta' burrisd aw .y, for the
e wﬁ enger 10 inform

most part, because

Devo

' _lo' .llyl.'l'q.).1

self of the judgment of others as well as|

mer. “We may then consider it settled |

way for the race, and the histories he gave |
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John Ilenley and the fat trainer of what
had been resalved on, Though be lind been
desired to say nothing mbout it, ha knew
that it muyst be communicated to Mr, Jolly,
and he determined to be the fiist to do it
e found them, as he had anticipated, in

the tap of the lHampton Arms.

“Foller me, you two,” snid he, hi hly
elated. “Ilere's a little game afoot. Fol-
ler me into the bar parlor.”

When the three were installed round the
table, each with bis glnss before him, Mr,
Thornton said, “What do you think our
Tom's n going to dot”

“Marry my niece?” said John Henley.

“Punch Dobson's head, maghap,” said
the trniner, who entertained a feeling ofin-
tense disgust and contempt for the Ensign,
having been contradicted by him, the night
before, as to the cause of Strideawny’s
losing.

"lfe'l agoing,” said old Thornton, Inying
a hand upon the sleeve of emf, “lo enter
Strideawny for the Harkawa$ Stukes.”

“liood. T'll back him!" ckied Mr. Hen-
ley.

“Hold!" said Mr. Jolly. “Don’t run ol:l
the wrong side of the post! Let me speak.
Tlis aiuu all as it hm::ve.".lm contin-
ued, with a serious an ispleased uir.
“Tom chould bhave had the best adviee be
fore deciding on this. He ought to have
usked me. I ought to have Leen consuli-
ed. The boy is a boy of good Jjudgment,
but old heads is wanted where Losses are
concarned. No interruption,” eaid Lo, ns
Thornton was about to interpose. *I don't
say it ain't right for the hLoss to run—it is
right; but I had ought to lave been con-
sulted. Tom should have had advice.”

“He bas had.”

“Yourn? said the trainer, with some
contempl.

“No, sir,not mine. The Squire's and the
Parson’s,”

“Now, this wou't do, you know,” eaid
the traiver, as if expostulating.  “Tha
Squire and the Parson he enough; I say
nothing agen ‘em.  Seusible men, in a gen-
eral way, and tolerable judges of a hoss.
IUs well enough for them (o give an opin
ion, but before anything about a race hoss
s decided, somebody else ought to be ask-
el. If the Squire felt himself competent to
mnage his own race hosses, whal does he
pay me for, 1 n-lm%!d like to know. If he
ean’t manage his Twa, how is he going to
manage Tom Thornton's?”

“Nothing shall be done without you say
right," said Old Thoruton,

“No. no, Jolly must be consulted about
everything, especially as to the training,”

said Me, Henley,

“Gentlemen," said the trainer, *1 inter-

tere tor the hoss's snke, anad that of Lis own.
er sl backers.  Recolleet what ] suid at
Baytown; *that hoss ain't fit to s
|
without ssking me!  Well, then, when
he's a being trined, let Tom  do nothing
without asking me.  If the Syuire snd the

Recolleet this, Tom's the owner of the hoss,
the Squire and the Tarson be the fiiends

backers of the lLioss, but 7 be the triainer ul
the hoss, - Training's the thing, A ruee
hoss shiould be at the post in good eondi-
tion, or nut atall.  To do it, vou want an
ol head—au wid head, and long expuri-
ence,”

“Here's another thing?™ said Mr. Thorn.
twi, “Tom und your nicee have fell our”

“Lam sony to hear it,” said Mr, Ien
ley.

“I nin't" said the trainer, with a nod of
profonmd mesning,

“And why not" said Mr. Henley, “They
were made for ench other, sir.  As fine u
ldd and luss us are o be fuund in the whols
hundred.”

“I know it} a very pretty pair; and well
matched to tun in harmess together, DBt
here's the IllillQ! D.-.\'un suppose, sir, it
-'lll'\' "'l’““g min can l”'lk ”“l.’r HY 'll'lnlllc;
lioss in training, and a aall hik

Miss Chinrlotte, as well?
Psig and 1 doubt this lust rice wis Jost |
along of Tom's havin
nt onee,"”

It took an old hend like Mr. J

[ mitke this notable discove

@ your niece,

ry, which appenr

“I never thought of that
“Ain't 1t truef”

“True as gospel. It's a Llessed thing |
l they lave quarrelled,” said old Thoruton. |

2 snid | lenley.

“Don't you go and tell 'em s0, or they'll |
make it op agen.  In these matters young |
|' folks go by contradiction.”

| —_——
| CHAPTER V.

“She never told her love."

The miller sat in lis roomy chair, smo.
king lLis pipe and drinking his strong ale,
und turning from time to time a look of in-
quiry and ,‘at'r'llu'\l[" towards his daughter
und her guests, Mis, Dobson, Miss Dobson,
Cad Mr. Dobson, the ensign.  The fucility

with which Mrs. Dobson and her ehildren
[ had discarded all their ubjections to valgar
[Im.u'i wod manners was beautiful (o see.
| They sat and snuffed up the fragrant funies
of the miller's pipe, ns if they wera incense |
in their nostrils; they listened to the miller's
decidedly homely, nud sometimes rather
vulgar, observations, as though they were
the words of superior wisdom or brillinnt
wit. Elegance and refinement wers down
upon their knees at the shrine of gold; and, |
s usual, the golden calf was gently bellow- |
ing his satisfaction and content at interest-
ed nnd thoroughly hypoeritical worship, It
was the metal, not the animal the devotees
adored.
| After much deferenca had Leen paid to |
the miller, and a great deal of conversation |
upon various topies had been addressed to |
him without striking his vein, the Ensign |
remarked that Tom Thornton  was about |
to enter his horse for the Harkaway
Stakes,

“What do 'e say,” bawled the miller,

“Thorutou's horee is to run for the Harka-
way Stakes, siv, aud he is wure to Jose.”

“Is ho though!  Then T might win my

I'arson give opinions nbwout this and that, |

olly's 1o - [
| thoughts snd attention of ANy oneé man.

tart,” says | emptorily any business wlhatever,
s Vennsy why!t sumeb ady's done something | that of an in

|

of ithe lioss, you two and all of us be the!l # : . .
Pup in life?  Mes. Dobison Lind always talked | SPortsmen; andd srent was the clamor of

!
;

|
r

Tiall, ¢ i b .t .
better ever was ssen in | ed to strike the others as superior wisdom, |

| ter most beautiful aod fuis!

: perfumel

mone huk. neighbor!”
briskly. ‘

“It is & posilive certainty, sir; there can-
not be a doubt about it. I know hLe will
loge.”

“My son is extremely well informed on
such matters, sir,” observed Mrs. Dobeon.

“So he says, ma'am! so hie says! Aund no
fool in other things, I take it. I was think-
fog cf saying a fow words to him and you,
ma'am, and [ may as well do it now. Gals,
go into the garden and look at the flowers,
ull I sing out for 'e to come back.”

Rather surprised at thissingular address,
the young Indies retired; wherenpon the
miller drew his chair up in front of thal oc-
cupied by Mrs, Dobson, placed his hands
upon his kuess, and looking her full in the
fuce, said, “Mrs. Dobson, I ba n plain spo-
ken man.”

Hnd the excellent lady been a widow,
she would have looked for a proposal for
her hand; as she was not, she anticipated
an offer for her sou's,

“Mu'am!” said the miller, with shocking
slowness and distinctness; “you and 1 be old.
You have got a son, and | have got n
da'arter, both growed up. Yourson acts
as if he had a hankering after my da'arter;
[ have one objection to that” °

“What is that, sir,” said the lady.

“He's a soger, and I doun't like sogers.
'}‘heiv!maka the taxes high, and be no good
at alll” '

“The military renown of the country must
be maintained;sir,” said Dobson proudly.

“Military fiddlestick!” said the miler.
“Who wants to maintain a lot of lazy so-
gers!  We don’t want sogers here, and so
Ltell'e. 1f you want to be a soger, why
don't "e 5\) to Cawbull and fight the Afl-
ghaos? What do "e stop here for; breaking
folk’s fences, and trending their barley and
clover down!”

This was the last eruntion of a fierce vol-
canic indignation, which bad raged aud
swelled in the breast of (he miller at inter-
vals since that day week, when the Ensign
had made his way through two quickset
hedges, and tramped over a field of barley
and one of clover,

“Liis regiment is at present at
ham, sir—he will
Mrs. Dobson,

“Well, then, if he's tobe a soger still, it's
no use for him to think of Charlotte, be-
cause I won't let him have her.”

“If my son was to marry, Lie would retire
from the army."

“Yes, sir, in that case [ should do so,”
said nu!rhuﬂ.

cried the miller

Notting-
join it there shortly," said

“And what business would vou tuke to?”
suid the practical miller. “What do ‘e
think of the maltstaring business? 1 couid |
Wi e bow o buy bardey.” i
The Eusign was about to decline per |
except |
lependent centleman, but :|-t
warning look from lis mather stopped lim. Il
The miller descanted upon the business of |
lnuklh:_: malt snd woney e some e

and then, afier raying that he would dive !

let me be asked before they are fullowed, | his -’;m;]n--r ten thowsmond pounds as @ mar

ringe portivn, if she murtied to please Lim, |
he Jrut the Jrennt Liank question, how much |
would Me. [Dobhson sive lita son to set him |

to the miller of Ler husbund's pos<essions, |

: il ists of all the
[in & very maguiticent, though somowha =

vague ang misty way, and she now evaded

the guestion.  She was much mistaken |
though, if she conceived that anything Lt |
the most tangible anl conclusive proofs of !
the weuith of Mr. Dolson would satisfy |
Mr. Philip tlenley: or that he would negloct

to exact these proufs befora the signing and |
sealing of the martinge articles, Nothing |
more was said on that occasion, nor was |
the matter mentioned to Miss Henley, |
thongh  Miss Dobson threw out sundry
bints, and lavished upon her a great many
sisterly ciarasses,

The news, however, flow |
far and near upon the lips of ull the gossips |
i the country side; and the staple of the |
tea parties and afier chiureh  conversations
was the brilliant mateli about to be concla

| ded between voune M, Dobson, of London.
In can't be done. | 80 the rich miller’s daughter,

Weeks passed on, and Tom Thornton

g bLoth of "em in hand | ook no notice of the reported  wedding.

Perhaps, as the fut trainer had declare I, u

race-liorse was quite enough to occupy the

For any sign he gave, there might Lave
been no such person as the Belle of Wood-
burne then in existence in that delightful
hamlet. The young lndy, too, to all out-
ward appearance, had thoroughly izuored

i the existence of the “owner and tratner ol

the thoroughlired racer.” Yet Mr. Tom
Thornton  smoked furiously in the porch
neatly every night, snd lis Learing was
marvellously acute whenaver the miller's
ite slammed ab il the hour of ten; aml

Miss Honley was silant, and |u-|l|.-|!n dis

| pleased, whenever Dobson pronounced up

on the desperate
Siill]t‘nlﬂ':l_\' Tha manth
was past and gone, the July son lind tinged
with brown the waving wheat fiells, the
sonting lwrk rose from his dewy bed and
towered aloft, to muk the tirsthng of the
maorning gray, and greet the golden beams
of opening day; then rose the miller’s daugh- |

chances of the fuorlorn

ey ol Jun

She Jrut oo A
g robe and slippors, threw up |
her window, drew aside a litle corner of
the muslin curtain, and peaped timidly out. |
What broaght bier thare, at the first tinga
ol day, the twilight of the morni  Was it
the mellow landscape  stretching  away
through the fuir Vale of Woodbourne, soon
to be painted in all s loveliest lights and
fleating shades by Nature's master hand!
Was it the Llossoms in her own fair gar-
den, brilliant with dew and loaded with
Was it the fragrance of the clo-
ver huyl  Or the rich sceat of the blossom-
ing beanflelds? None of them! none! Was |
it the large flat meadow—Old Thoraton's
dairy-ground —where the late cowslip bow-
od to her motlier earth on slender stem!?
Forty cows and the pied bull stll jay upon
the dark horbage, dotting the green with
various colors—was it to sea the short
horns, up rose the enrly bellel Certainly
not; for soon there came nlong two men
with & Lorse—Tom Thornton, Joe the

ll:.:i'll. mornin

| L[ LL’_\"

the Geninder  agaiust Strideawny?
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room, ‘and the high-mettled racer, And
then the young farmer mounted, took Lim
a rattling gallop round the duiry ground,
and then turned homeward under the haw.
thorn hedge; whereat the belle let fall a tear
or two, and turned again to bed.
Woodbourne races drow nigh, the last
week in September, and the village was in
high excitement, Squire Hampton and
the Rector were often in council with Mr.
Jolly, who was, if possible, more absolute
and dogmatieal thun ever. Nothing had
been done without asking bhim, and Stride-
Awiy was in eapital condition. The betting
wis ten toone was against him, but the confi-
dence of the Woodbourne people had re-
turned, aud the money of the town was
staked upon him. Dobson alone declured
to the miller that the horse could not by
any possibility win, and the fat trainer
listened  with an air of conlempiuous
pity. Tom Thornton was a great man
agding “owner and trainer of the thorough-
bred racer,” his namo was in everybody's
mouth. The boys at the boarding school
demunded a half holiday to go and see the
racer, and the worthy master marched
proudly at their head to the farm,  After
examining the horse, they were reguled with
syllabub, while Mr. Syntax took his toddy
with the farmer and the fut trainer.  Before
leaving, the worthy master made a neat
speech to his scholars, in which he told
them that the great uations had upheld
mauly mmusements, and that the races
which had longest presorved thieir liberty,
the Arabs of the Desert and Tartars, were
noted for their attachment to the horse. Le
coucluded by observing, with much com-
placency, that Tom Thoruton had been his
pupil, and that he himself, in his youth,
bad seen the great Eclipse run and win.
Whereupon Mr. Jolly took Old Thornton
aside, und asured him that Mr. Syntax
was un eloquent, learned, and sensible mnan.
The day approached, and the anxiely and
excitement in Woodbourne drew to n head.
The beadle and the parish clerk disjuted
of races in the belfey, and forgot to wind up
the chureh clock. The village baker har-
angued Lis two apprentices about Stride-
away, while Mrs. Dobson’s pastry for a
grand party burnt to rcinder.  The weatli-
er was dry, and a linrd course was thought
to be unfavorable to Strideaway on the
Sunday, two duys before the races, Dr. IRy-
der introduced the prager for rain in the
morning service, aud read it with a fervor
he Lad not been thought to possess. Had
he concluded it, not according to the Litur-
gy, but by saying, “Grant us a fuir raceand
no favor, aud let the best horse win,” there
would Lave been a loud “Amen” from the
\:'Jtisl(‘,’,’rlliu.l. 3

CHAPIER Wi,
“There catie fiom Newniarkel a tai=tiiled erack,
To tan with Tom Thariton's spanking black,™
Sotebody bet on the black!™

The beaury and Fshion of four counlies
were ussetubled on Woodbourne Heath. The
lndies were lify in wrow, and twenty deep,
in the grand stand, besides hundredsjin ear-
ringes.  Multitudes of people on foot stood
befo e the long lines of mounted men. Vast
was the githering  of “gentlemen  and

the taw Ny gipsy woimnen, ul_\'i!.g, Hearreet
running horses, with the
weights, names, avd colors of the riders!”
Amid all the woise, fun, Lilarity, and
conlusion, Mr. Jolly maintaived a severe
and despotic deporument.  This was the
day "'.-.-g with the fate of Ciesar and of
vome™  Phis for them to
make suggeestions, 18 Lie assured ( Hd Thorn-
ton sud Jolin Henley; wdding to l'om, that
it would be a Llessed and most propitious
thing, *if somebody would ke them two
away to drink, and pot lasdanuin in their
brandy.” 1le auswered Dr. Rvder's eurt
quiries at the saddling plice in a Lioarse,
tpoplectie whisper, und positively furbadea
Cunversalion

Was ho lmae

between the Syuire and the
“No interference! 1 hiave telled
Jim what to dog if he wants any furtlier in-
struetions, he'll ask me™ :

“I's Letween him and the Newmarket |
hoss,” said he #s a last word to the j--n'lu‘_\.
when mounted, bofore he let 2o the Lridle.
“Nury rother's got a ghost of a chanee,
Maka the running, Jim: let him go like u
bullet from the sturt, and he'll cut down the
gray.”

As the Woodbourae horse came on, tak-
ing his breathing gallop, somewhnt later

than the others, & murmur rose, and swell. |
ed into a shout, at his long and easy stride. |
“That horse is an ugly customer!” .-aid'[

the owner of the Newmnrket gray, the
Cerinder. “lle goos with aswinging stride,”

|
“Ha goos liky his mother, old Marigold, ;
and, by dud, she was a rasper!” said Mr. |
Haun plon, |
Just thint i:'l_\' week the odds had lw\-ni
ten Lo one agiinst Stridesway: now he was
I:l_;:'li o the heels of the Ilh-ru'.l-.
"\\.|1--'<
ket hiorse!
field ngainst the Woo ibourne ]10[!'2" said r
the Squire.  *Who'll Let five to four upon :
What

Il_\'.t‘ suy, Colonel, llll‘_\' are at the prost e

o 1
I bet the odids upon the Newmar |'

Wha'll !l"‘ suven tu four on the

“Wan't do, ”.m”u'_-r:n! t'!n-_\"mu:f. Lven's
the word —even on the giay!”

“Done, then! Five hundred even on the |
bay!"

The beli rang fast and loud, and the la.
dies in the st

wid, after .‘1It-'.chjlll;'. forward
and ecatehing sight of the horses' liends,
leaned backward in their seats, with wn air |
of ease and delicions expectation.  They
bad scarcoly done so, when the fifteen hor- |
ses came whirling by in a cluster, Stride-
nway leading balf o length and pulling |
hard upon the bridle.  “By heavens, it isa |
glorious sight to see!”  Fifteen swift Tacers,
rushing past, spurning the sod, and making
the ground reverberate o the thunder of
iheir hoofs!  The brilliant ecolors of the
silkan caps and jackets Just flash before
vour eyes, and then the bright plates on
the horses' heols twinkle in the hl.'lfll]lil'lﬂ,{

1
as they 4

ro like the wind, and loave you I'mrl

| behind.  Talk about pace! talk about beau-

ty! talk about nature! You who go into
raplures over statues and opera dancers, go
once aud see tho “tecing bigh-bred cattle”

| been drinking deeply, and ne was as sav-

at their topmost speed; then tell us of the
poetry of motion,”

Half way round Strideawny led four
lengths, and the pace was great. “It'x all
his own, my boy,” aaid Dr. Ryder to Tom;
“they can never eatch him. Jim makes
all the play, and keeps him together too;
he rides hiin benutifully.”

Tom Thornton's heart beat to every stride
of his gallunt horse, and Le had no eyes,
uo ears, no tongue for anything, until the
race was edeu, and Strideawny bad run
in an easy winaer by three lengths,

After & mighty shout, as he passed the
judges’ stand, there was a great rush to-
wards the horse, as he was led back to the
weighing house, The Indies rose in a body
in the grand stand, to get uuother look at
the winuer; and the smiles and congratula-
tory nods of many a fair, from chariot and
baroucke, saluted Tom Thornton, as he
walked by Lis side. Mrs. Hampton made
marked demonstrations of delight, and (he
Squire vlbowed his way to Tom Thornton's
side. Mr. Jolly, who was lending the horse
by the brid'e, passed with an nir of magis-
terinl superiority. “You done the trick,
Jim!" said he, when he first saluted the
Jjockey, afier which he seemed to consider
it beneath him to notice auything. His
answer W various expression, of admiration
and noisy congratulation which surroupded
im, was an air which seemed to say, “this
is ull very well, you know, but it's no part
of the ruces, gentlemen. We merely toler-
ate this sort of thing, because we can't have
races without it.  If [ kad my way, nobody
but the tiainers and riders should be allow-
el to come within forty yards of the run-
n ng horses.”

It was night, and «ll went “merry as a
marrisge ball” at the ruce ball at the Wood-
bourne Arms. Dobson wus mnot there,
having been taken suddenly unwell on the
race course. The ball went bravely on
without him, and in bis absence his moth
er nnd sister made a very good figure, and
well represented the family. The belle was
there, more beautiful than ever befors. Her
cheek was flushed, her eye biilliant, and
hir leps were firmly closed—her manoer
was somewhat hurried and excited.

The Squire opened the ball with Lady
Martingale, and Tom Thornton danced with
Mis. Hampton. e bowed formally to Miss
Henley, who returned his salute with appa-
rent composure. She danced in every set,
and vever had appeared more wrapt in the
enjoyment of the hour. So it was till sup
per, when, glass io band, and with an ani-
mated preface, Mr. Hampton proposed “the
healih of Tom Thoraton, and success to the
bigh-mettled racer. Before the tumultuous
applause Liad ceased, Miss Henloy had left
the room. Hurrying to her aunt's paclor,
she threw henell upon the sofs, and began
to weep. It was so ber uncle found her,
when Le sought her, with a particular re-
quess from old Sir Jasper Jottrel and Colo-
nel Harkaway, that she would favor them by
Joining Tom Thoraton in singing “The
Death of Tom Moody.”

“Charlotte,” smd Le, “what's the maller,
my dearf s it because the Ensign ain't
heret”

She shook her head and sobbed,

“Uncle,” said she, “pray don’t mention
«Dis. I am so unhappy, all because I mis
led Tom Thornton.”

“Ile says you did, but he bears you no
malice. Says be to me, If it had been, as
I once thought, aud Miss Henley Liad loved
me, I should have been this night the bap-
piest man in all England.”

“Unele, dear uncle, 1 did love him, and
did not know it,” she cried,

“Well, then, I'll just go and tell him so,
and we'll settle everything in two minutes.”

She caught hLis arm, and extorted a
promise thut he would say nothing to him
aboutit.  However, he immediately sought
Mis Ilumpton, and told ber all about the
matter, l'ke a sensible man.

“Mr. Thoroton,” said Mrs, Ilamplon. as
she led the way to the parior, “yon have
won A wile, as well as a race, to-day—Cliar-
lotte Henley hns always loved you.”

“Don’t joke with me on that subject,
wa'um; I eannot stand it,” said Tom.

“Seel” suid she, gently opening the par-
lor door,

“Clinrlotie! dear Charlotte! forgive mel”
suid he, rushing to ber side.

“Oh, Tom! [=you—, It was my fault,
[ believe. I wn sure it was,”

“It was mine, all mine.”

Mrs. Hwapton returned to the ball-room,
considering how ol Henley's consent was
to be obtained to this mateh of her re-ina-
king, and wondering how the match witly
Ensign Dobson was to be broken oft. Jast
a5 she entered the ball room, she discovered
the burly miller stalking suddenly along by
the dancers, as if seeking some one. Oar
worthy friead, the plain spoken man, had
been a lieavy loser upon the race; be had

age as a baited bull—in short, very delight-
ful company for a ball room or a small tea
party.  The miller was looking for Mr.
Dobson. He had reposed implicit confi-
dence in that gentleman’s predictions about
Strideaway'’s race, and having lost all his
bets in consequence, his feelings towards the
prophiet were not wholly amiable. He
would have ground his bones to the finest
flour with a great deal of pleasure. As the
miller pussed along, he heard Mrs, Dobson
in conversation with another Indy, and with
thunder on his brow, he paused before tliem
unseen, for they were wholly oecupied,

"L am surprised at Mr. Hampton propo-
sing the health of a—a—young Thornton "
said Mrs. Dobson, “Indeed, the Lorse ought
not to hiave woun; he did not win fairly; my
son rays 5o, aud he knows.”

“Your son is a cussed fool, ma'am, and so
[ tell "o eandid!” roared the miller, in =a
voice of stentorian power,

“Mr. Henloy, what language is this to
apply to a young man who is about to mar-
ry your daoghter?” said Mes. Hampton.

“He marry my da'ater, madam! I'll be
the death of the villain, if [ keteh bim in-
side of my gate arter har. The scoundrel
shinll pay me back what 1 have lost on this

belles, who listened with a
tonishment and some
key of Tom Thornton's
and—" .
Here Mr. Hampton in
after a short conference,
The miller then procesded to §: r
of his brother, old o 5

in the bn.r-pulr]or. . and-Mr.
soon quarrelled—tho lat iw  his
es nr?od him right, Il!l!. M, 0 was g
ta hear of them. The miller mﬂz

r

g --,_~;
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“Not that I blame you for nﬂbﬁ A
Judge of a race horse—thiere's ur!f.ﬁ ab.
are—but you knowed what my opinion ﬁn. S
and that ought to Lave been enough for
you. To go and take the word of a fel
like that, Dobson in preference to e
about a race!” said Mr. Jolly, in. high dis-
gust. “When you're agoing to bet again,

et Tom Thornton’s opinion; that's worth
Enving. And to make all sure, ask me.
Now, here's Tom's father {ha your brother -
bave been guided by e in. this maiter;
they ain't done nothing with ' nskive
me. What's the consequencel bave

won above five thousand pounds, over and
above what they lost at Baytown.” s

After pondering over this for some tlime,
the miller rose, nodded to the others, and:
went out. “Where's our Charlottel Char-
lotte, where be "o gall” said he, at the par-
lor door. T

“Miss Henley is here, sir,” replied Tom
Thornton, briskly. S R

*And how be you, Tomi” said tis QJIII‘.
“I have lost on your race, and I Le sor
for that, and so I tell e, boy; but I be glad
you have won.” By

Tom thavnked him, and the miller con-
tinued, “Call in and sce us, Tom; we shall
be main glad to see "e.” \

“I am going to walk home with Miss
Henley, sir,” said Tom.

“You be, be 'e?  Well, if she don’t want
tu ride, you may as well. Mind and shet
the garden gate, Tom; and if you'd like to
take anything, she's got the ::ilof the
cupboard. I shall be gone to Good
mght!”

IIi.‘mﬂd night! and e'en again good mor-
row! man of money and master of the mifl.
No day but thus Tom Thornton hailed the
burly wmiller. And now no more at day-
break wept the miller's daugh'e. What
time again the tear drop sparkled in her
dancing eye, like the bright dew that fringed
Aurora’s lids, the blackbird ecarolled in the
blithe spring morn! Over the vales the
gentle hfny reeze swept, kissing her sunny
cheek and lily neck; and like the airy cloud
that robed the heavens, floated the _ueb
that veiled the virgin bride. What m:gﬁ-
ty ale and old the miller dravk on that
auspicious day, and how ke forthwith brew-
€d, Lo keep the christening of his first
grandchild; what stakes the raceraftar won;
how Jolly ruled; what cups and racing
plates of massy gold, fasbioued in cunning
mould, adorned the side-board .of Tom
Thorntou’s wife, it booteth not to tell; as
now, upon her wedding day, her husband
holds the needless rein, while she and her
four bridesmaids pat the sleck sides of the
“High Mettled Racer.”

Morar Courace—Sidney Smith, in lis
work on 1noral philosoply, spenks‘hs this
wise of what men lose for want of a Tittle
moral courage or independence of mind: “A’
greatdeal of talent is lost in the world for the
want of a little cournge, Every day sends
to the grave a number of obsenre men, who
have only remained in obscurity because
their timidity has prevented- them from
making a first effort; and who, if thay
could have been inducad to begin, would in
all probability have gone great lenghths in
the zarcer of fame. The fact is, to do any-
thing in this world worth doing, we must
not stand back shivering, and thinkiog of the
cold and danger, but jamp in and seramble
throngh as well as we can. It will notde
to be perpetuxiy ealculating tasks, and ad-
justing nice chances; it did very well-before
the flood, where a man conld consult his
friends upon an intended publication for a
hundred and ifty years, and then live to
see ils success alterward; Lut st preseat a
maa wails and donbis, and hesitates, and
consults "his brother, and his uncle, and
particular friends, till, one fins day, he finds
he is sixty years of age; that e has lost 80
much time in consulting his first cousin
and particular friends, that he has vo more
time to follow their advice.”

R e

Rures ror Growixe Orv.—At the late
coemmencement of Yale College, Rev. Dan-
iel Waldo, as the oidest graduate preseat,
(of the class of 1788,) thus closed a speech
to the assembled Alumni:

“Lam an old man, T have seen nearly
a ceutury, Do you know how to grow
old slowly and happilyl Lst ma tell you.
Always eat slow—masticate well. Go to
your fuod, to rest, Lo your oceupation, smi-
ling.  Keep a good nature and soft temper
everywhere. Never give way lo auger.
A violent tempest of passion tears down the
constitution more than a typhus fover. Cul-
tivate a good memory, and to do this you
must be slways communi fe; repeat
what you have read; talk about it. Dr,
Johnson's great memory was owing to Wis
communicativeness,  You young men who
are just leaving college, lot mu advise you
to choose a profession in which you can exa
ercise your talents the best, and at the samé
time be honest.”

= et . s .
Svaan rrom Tie Curxess Cang—Dr,
D. Luve, of the Scuthern Caltivator, has
shown the Augusta Chronicle aud Sentinel
a sample of one or two pow z!ﬁ
ranulated and well tasted r z
gim aL the plartation of Mr, W. J. Eve,

Augusta, as the result of his ment
with the ‘)‘m of the Chinese Sugar Cane,
This result is the m-immung from tha

that sciendi lemen in Boston
m exm .Mn. that this plant
“contains no cane wugar, but g':ro or fruit
sugar only.  Dr. Lee's knowledge of ghem .
istry has anabled him o eorreet this error,
and demonsirate that the Chinese cane is

race. This infernal rogue, ladies,” continued
the willer, looking around st the bali-room

nearly as rich in chrystalizahle sugar as thay
of the Lest cane grown in Lo‘nmu. ?



